
*The T timing (if the Shre"^, 

1 would eficcrnc him worth a dozen fucli ; 

But fup them well,ar>d iooke viuo them all. 

To morrow I intend to hunt againc, 

Hantf, I will my lord. 

Lord. What’s hecrc? One dead,cr drunkc/' Sec doth he breath? 
i.Hm. He breath’s my Lord. Were he not warm’d with Ale, 
this were a bed but cold to fleepe fo fotindiy . ’ 

Lord. Oh mounftrous beaft, how like a Twine he lyes, 
GrinSme death how fouk and lo'afhforne is thine image : 

Sirs, I will praftife on this drunken man. 

What thinkeyou , if hewcrcconuey’dtobed, 

Wrap’d in Tweet cloathcs ; Ringspuevpon his fingers } 

A mod delicious banquet by his bed, 

And brauC attendants necrc him when he wakes , 

Would not the begger then forget himTelfe ? 

i.HmtJi Bekeue me Lord, 1 thinkehcecannet chock, , 
a. H. It would Tcemc ilrange vneo him when he wak’d, 
Lord.^Mtn asaflat’ringdreamc, or worthies faucic. 

Then take him vp, and manage well the ieft j 
Carrie him gently to my faireli Chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton piftures. 

Bilme his foul: head in warmc diftilled waters. 

And burne Tweet Wood to make the lodginglwcetc %■ 

Procure me mufickerca die when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heauecly found 
And if he chance to fpeake^be ready ttraighi 
( And with alow {obmifliuc rcuerence) 

Say, what is it your hohorwillccmmard : 

2 kc one attend him with a filuetBafoo 

Full of refc-watsr. And bcllrcw’d with flowers. 

Another beare the Ewer: the third a Diaper, 

And fay wilt plcafe your Lordflitpcooleyour hands. 

Some one be rcadic with a coftly lui c, 

Anda? kc him what appareil he will wcare; 

Another tell him of hisHoundsand Hotfe , 

And that his Lady mourncs at his difeale, 

• Perfwadc him that he hath binLunaticke, 

And v\ henhefayes hcis,fay that heorcamcf , 

For Jis is nothing but araightie Lord;- 
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fheTamin^oftbe/hreV, 

Tbisdo,and doc it kindly, gcmlefirs. 

It Will be padime paffing excellent, 

Ificbehufbandcdwithmodclhe. 

1 * warrant you we wil play our part 

As he (hall thinkc by out true dilligcnce 

He is no Icffc then what we fay he 11 . 

Lord. Take him vp gently, and to bed with him, 

And each one to his office when he wakes, 

SoHndTrtt'<nfotti 

Sirrah.go fee what Trumpet ’tis that found s, 

Belikc'lomc Noble Gentleman that meanes 
( XraucUingfomeieurncy) torepofe him hecrc. • 

EtHer 

How now ? who is it ? 

Ser. An’ tpkafeyour Honor, players ' 

That offer fcruicc to your Lordfliip. 

, Enter flayers. 

Lord. Bid them come nccrc ; 

Nowfcllowcs,youare welcome. 

layers. We thankc your Honor. 

Lord, Doyou intendtoftay with me to night 

a. Player. Soplcafe your Lotdihippe to accept our dutie. • 

Lard, With allmyheart.Thisfellow I remember. 

Since once he plaide a Farmers cldeft fonne, 

Twas where you woo’d the Gentlewoman fo well; 

1 haue forgot your name ; but fure that part 
Was aptly fitted,and naturally perform’d, 

Sincklo. I thinkc ’twas Soto that your Honor meanes.’ . 
Lord. ’Tisvcrictmc.thoudidftit excellent: 

Well you are come to me in happic time, 

Theratherforl hauefomc fportin hand. 

Wherein your cunningcan affill roc much. 

T here is a Lord will hcarc you play to night 3 : 

But I am doubtfull of your raodeftics, 
ieaft (ouer- eying of his oddcbchauiourp . 

For yet his honor neuer heard a play) 

X®a breakc into fomc merrie paflion, 

A 
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